Poem: 

If thou forrow,he will weepe : 

If thou aw3ke 5 he cannot fleepc : 
Thus of every greefe,in heart 
He, with thee,doth beare a part. 
Thefe nre cer caine Ggncs,to know 
Faithfull friendjfrom flatting foe 


. 

if 


Arequejltohis fcornefttllLove. 

yyHfnthou (halt be difpos’dtofetmelight, 

And place my merit in the eye of fcorne, 

V pon thy fide,againft thy felfe lie fight, 

And prove thee vertuous, though thou art forfworne : 
With mineownc weakeneffe being beft acquainted, 
Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Of faults conceald,wberein I am attainted* 

That thou in lopfing me,{hall Win much glory ; 

And I by this will be a gainer too, 

Torbending all nay loving thoughtson thee. 

The injuries that to my felfe I doe, 

Doing thee vantage>duble vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I fo belong, 

That for thy right,my fdfe will bearc all wrong. 
Say i hat thou didft forfakc me for fome fault. 

And I will comment upon that offence, 

Speake of my lameneffe^and I ffraight will hault : 
Againff thy reafons making no defence. 

Thou canft not (love) difgrace me halfe fo ill, 

Jo fet a forme upondefired change. 
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Teems: 

As lie my Telfe difgrace, knowing thy will,’ 

Jvvill acquaintance ftrangle and looke ftrange : 

Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue, 
Thyfwcec belooved name no more fhall dwell. 

Lead I (too much prophane) fhould doit wrong: 

And haply of our old acquaintance telJ, 

For thee, againff my felfe He vow debate, 

I Fori muff nere love him whom thou doff hate* 
Then hate me when thou wilt,ifever,now. 

Now while the world is bent my deeds tocroffe, 

Joyne with the fpight of fortune, make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after Loffe : 

Ah doe notjWhen my heart hath fcapt this Sorrow, 
Come in the rereward of a conquered woe. 

Give not a windy night a rainie morrow* 

To linger out a purpofd overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me,doe not leave me laff. 

When other petrie griefes have done their fpight. 

But in the onftt come,fo fhall I tafte 
At firft the very worft of fortunes might. 

And other ftraines of woe,which nowfeeme woe,' 
Compar’d with Ioffe of thec 5 will not feeme fo. 

Some glory in their birth , fome in their skill, 

Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force* 

Some in their garments though new-fangled ill • 

Some in their Hawkes and hounds, fome in their Horft> 
And every hnmour hath his adjunft pleafurc, 

Wherein itfindes a joy above the reft. 

But thefe particulers are not my mcafure, 

AlltHefe I better in one gencrall beft. 

Thy love is better then high birth to me, 

<i Richer then wealth* prouder then garments coft. 



